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Summary:
Andrew snaps on Ashley after she has a vision of Andrew killing her, pushing her luck with his friendliness after waking up from the dream.

Notes:
[Spoiler Warning for The Coffin of Andy and Leyley.]

[Chapter 2 – This is a fan fiction that rewrites canon story past a certain point, based on not exploring extra areas/missing a trigger in the game.]

[If you never did the dream sequence alone (Ashley laying down on the parents bed without Andrew) then this will be a spoiler to a branching end of Chapter 2 to The Coffin of Andy and Leyley.]

[Thank you for taking the time to read my stories. This story will contain strong dialogue and possibly triggering content. Please be aware of these contents: Rape/Forced Sex, Physical Violence, Abuse, Blood.]

[I hope you enjoy the story and I hope that you can give feedback if you thought I did anything well or if you think I could improve on anything.]

Work Text:
“WAIT!! NO!! It’s not my fault!”

Andrew reached out, firmly grabbing Ashley by the hair on the back of her head, her ponytail being caught firmly in his purlicue. “This episode is titled—-”

“No, Wait! Waaaait wait wait wait!!” Ashley cried out, stumbling backwards as her hair was pulled with a swift tug.

“—-Andy and Leyley and—” - “NO!! Andrew, wait!!” The cleaver found its way around her right arm as it came closer to her neck.

“—and the Final Finale, Finally!” Andrew hissed with his eyes narrowly fixated on her. He held her short ponytail firmly and kept the cleaver pressed under her chin as she cautiously rested her hand on his own.

“No!! I’m sorry okay!? I’ll be better!! Let’s just leave and forget about all of this! Everything will be just fine, I’ll behave! I promise!!” - “You’ve already shown me that’s not true. I’m not falling for this again.” - “No! NO!! No, no, wait I’m sorry!! I’m sorry, Andrew! I’m sorry!!”

His face was weary. “I am so tired of your ‘sorry’s. They don’t mean shit.” He said with dry conviction.

With the knife against Ashley’s throat and the time he’d taken to respond to her in that moment, Ashley had pulled the gun up from her waist out of her shorts, bringing it over her face, the barrel turned with her thumb in the trigger guard. It was aimed directly at his forehead now. “Guess what?”

“HAHahHAHAHAaHA!!! BANG-!!” The revolver rang out loud and clear. Once.

She turned as the cleaver fell and a thud landed behind her. Twice. Thrice. “Bang, bang!! HAhaHA!!” A fourth shot, followed by a fifth shot, and then a dead click as the hammer came down against the empty casing that once housed a bullet that had been left inside the unfortunate head of a previous problem the siblings had dealt with.

She stood there looking down with a small cut above her choker. “Fucker, you thought I wouldn’t—! HAHAHA!!” She turned to face the bullet-hole ridden body of her brother, tears streaming down her face, as her makeup ran. With such a dark and twisted face, she flipped the body off as it lay there limp, holding the gun up in her right hand. “YEAH RIGHT, I WOULDN’T!!!”

“Fuck you, asshole!!! You waste of my—-” She kicked the dead body of her brother as she forced herself to not break down, choosing instead to continue screaming. “Waste of all of me!! I’m glad you’re fucking dead, you cunt!!! GLAD YOU’RE FUCKING DEAD!!!!”

Ashley woke up in a shock, eyes like pinpoints as she reeled in the feeling of the dream. It was clearly induced by the talisman, so was it a vision? “. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .” (Shit, shit! No, no, no, no, no....) She had her hands over her face, rubbing her eyes with the base of her palms, distressed at the vision. (What did I do to piss him off like that?!? Why would Andy ever—....?? No! He would never!! Not my Andy!)

Her vision flashed back to when he had taken her by the throat and held her down. (...........No, I suppose he might. Or Andrew might anyway. It’s him less and less and less.....)

Andrew had entered the room and saw her on the bed. “.....Everything okay with you?” - “Oh! Uhh... I’ve—- I guess I had a nightmare.” - “A vision?” - “NO!!” She got immediately agitated by that. “? ? ?”

“Hahaha!! No, no... It was just vague nonsense.” - “.......Okay?” - “H-hey Andy....?”

He was quiet as his face grew to display annoyance, not even looking at Ashley as she called him by his nickname. The nickname they had decided to leave behind in the apartment. The name that he despised hearing come out of her mouth.

(Please be Andy, please be Andy, please be Andy, please.....) She just looked at him with uncertainty, starting to fear the worst as she felt something off. Something wasn’t normal. He just sighed and rubbed his face with his hand, approaching Ashley at the foot of their parents bed. He wasn’t saying anything.

 
(No, something is... wrong!) She took a step back, but she was cornered. She looked at him again. “Andy, you’re scaring me...” He had stayed silent through her second attempt to get a response. As she felt her chest tightening he reached forward to grab her shoulders. He firmly held her and opened his eyes to stare into hers. His expression was nothing but malice.

“I told you to stop calling me that when we left that fucking apartment.” He held tighter and tighter and Ashley began to panic because of the vision. (He’s going to kill me!) She reached back for the gun and pulled it forward with her right hand, but because they were face to face he saw it coming immediately.

He let go of her shoulders and reached his left hand down to her wrist to grab her, his right hand connecting with the left side of her throat. “That’s your fucking answer! You’re just going to try KILLING ME?!” She had pulled it out of her back pocket, but now it was  useless as she fought against him.

He pulled her close as he stepped one leg back, pulling her off balance, and then threw her back against the chair in the corner, the gun firing into the air as she landed in the seat and reflexively pulled the trigger. He had moved in and grabbed her wrist, slamming it against the wardrobe next to the chair, forcing her to drop the revolver to the floor between the arm and side panel. She looked up in fear as he had reeled his leg up and dropped it square against her stomach. She spit out and gasped, the pain burning in her stomach. He pulled her up out of the chair and then slammed her into the wall with her back to it. He held her by the neck once again, but quickly flipped her around as he twisted her arm. “OW!! ANDY! WAIT!” She cried out.

He responded by curling her arm up further, causing her to shriek as he pushed her against the wall with his whole body. Now holding her arm and pulling back on her hair to separate her face from the painted drywall, he leaned in close and whispered angrily to her.

“I’m done being your fucking doormat. I’m done doing whatever you want and dealing with your bullshit when I don’t even want to! I’m done letting you get away with your shit excuses and fucking jealousy. I can’t even begin to explain to you how you’ve unequivocally ruined my life just because you don’t want to grow up. You want to stay as ‘Andy and Leyley’ for your whole life that you just completely ignore ANDREW!”

She was sobbing desperately, struggling under his body and sputtering out words among her cries. “An... Andrew... P—please... Pl— I’m sorry! I-I am sorry, please... Please stop!” She was in tears, her heart racing. Andrew tugged on her hair and then shoved her face into the drywall again. “You’re gonna be fucking sorry... You worthless fucking bitch!” He pulled her and whipped her around, pushing her down on the bed as she felt him grab her arm with both hands.

“And— !” Then she felt the splitting pain as her entire body jerked back, her eyes narrowing as the popping sound of her shoulder hit her ears. He let go of her dislocated right arm, the limb falling limply against the bed as she screamed out in agony. She gripped the sheets with her left hand, burying her face down as she let out every ounce of pain through her tears and cursing. Muffled by the bed, she could only bear the intense and unrelenting sting of her arm lying there beside her. Andrew was far from done though. He grabbed her and picked her up, flipping her over and causing pains to shoot through her entire body as her arm was dragged along the surface of the bed with her movement. “ANDY PLEASE!!” She whimpered now, her voice slowly dying. “Andy! I’ll never hurt you again, please! I promise I can behave, I won’t say anything to you ever again about another woman or anything. I’ll follow your every order, please just stop!” She was terrified and weakly reached her only working arm now up in front of her body defensively. Through all the crying and screaming, Andrew only looked down on her with pure, unrelenting viciousness.

He moved in, grabbing her wrist and moving it out of the way as he brought his other fist down against her face. “NO!! You’re a fucking bitch Ashley! You- do nothing- but cause problems!”

Once. Twice. Thrice. She was getting bruised easily and spit out onto the bed sheets as she kept her head turned. Her cheek swelled, crying under his control. He brought his hands together and brought them down against her stomach, causing her to wretch and cough, spitting up blood now against the covers. He was unrelenting and beat the absolute shit out of her. “I am never going to have a normal life as long as you are fucking breathing! You’re an absolute leech! You’re the worst thing I’ve ever had to deal with in my entire fucking shitty existence!”

She lay there; shaking, coughing, crying, cowering and covering her face. She whimpered out weakly, “Andy... I... I can change... Please... Please don’t kill me...” He shook his head and looked at her as he brought the cleaver out and held it firmly. “No. Not yet at least.” He looked at her there, with her lower half hanging off the foot of the bed. He began undoing his belt, and dropped his pants. As he reached over to pull her shorts down, she cowered and sniffled. She had not stopped crying. She was just letting him do whatever at this point. If he was going to kill her, it didn’t matter at this point, she was completely unable to fight back now.

He lined himself up between her legs as he spread them open, pushing her onto the bed a bit more. She was completely exposed as he lifted up her shirt. He took the cleaver and dragged the blade over her stomach, cutting lightly from below her ribcage to her pelvis just an inch from the side of her belly button. She winced and cried out, as he took her blood and began to rub it all over his cock. She bit her lip to quiet her sobs as she tried to focus on anything but her arm. There was pain everywhere.

He moved in and tugged her once again by her thighs, dropping the cleaver to the floor. He pushed into her slit with nothing but the blood he’d used from her cut, going in rough and dry into her virgin hole. She coughed as he thrust, feeling him push in hard, until he was going at full speed. He leaned over her now and sucking on her breast, pumping in and out of her pussy, feeling his own sick twisted pleasure as he finally forced her into submission. He bit over her nipple as she started to whine and cry again.

She wanted Andrew to love her. (...But not like this. Andy... Please stop...)

He continued as blood dripped from her cut and out from her pussy, her body squeezing and trying to deal with him. He pushed in deep and bit against her clavicle, grunting and forcing his teeth to break skin as he pushed into her more and more. (Andy stop! I’m begging, please just finish... !)

After violating her for what seemed like forever, he gave a final push as he tasted her blood and licked at the bite marks and poured out his seed deep inside her. She tried to just bite her own arm to stop from crying any further and not make noise as her other shoulder burned.

He pulled out and stood up, slumping against the wall behind him as he slid to the floor. She sobbed now as she felt his cum leaking out from her pussy. “... Are you done... ? Can you please... Help me... ?”

He sat there, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it. He took a drag and exhaled deeply. “Yeah...” He waited for a good while, walking out of the room and coming back with water and aspirin, setting them on the dresser. He took the time to turn her body over on the bed, looking to the chair as he did so, seeing the gun on the floor. As she cried out from the pain in her shoulder, he stopped to go pick the gun up and put his pants back on. With both weapons secure, he finally grabbed her limp limb and picked it up, forcefully pushing it back into its socket with a hard pop. She bit deep into the sweaty sheets under her and cried out as she felt her fingers slowly move once again. With the muscles all back in place, the searing pain still radiated through her body but she could feel her arm again.

She watched as Andrew walked out of the room, her head turned against the sheets. She could barely move and was barely conscious. He came back with an ice pack wrapped in a towel, and turned her over. Setting it on the bed, he helped her take a heavy dose of the medicine and lay her down with her shoulder on top of the ice pack. She was physically dead. She couldn’t bear the movement, the pain all over, the unending twitching and coughing pains. He got her another ice pack and sat in the chair as she lay on the bed. He looked at what he’d done in silence for a good long while as it got darker and darker outside the window across the top of the room. He looked at her. “Ashley...”

There was no response. He tried again, “Ashley.” Her pants-less form moved slightly, adjusting her ice pack. “... L...” He stopped himself with a click of his tongue.

He walked over to the side of the bed by the dresser, where her head was turned, and looked into her hazy eyes. She was aware he was there, and they made eye contact. She widened her eyes and immediately flinched, covering her face with her left hand and letting go of the ice pack over her right shoulder. She was shaking, so he moved back and left the room.

As he stopped at the door, he paused and spoke with his back to the room. “Just... Come out when you’re feeling better. Then we’ll leave.”

He shut the door and listened to the muffled sound of his sister breaking down a second time as she lay alone on their parents bed.